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Hurts So Good 


The rumors were driving Stone crazy. That new blonde kid that came to live with Layne at the Music Bark was 
hung. Like, seriously hung. There was a girl that Stone knew from coming to shows that said she heard from 
Josie who heard from her cousin that a guy that slept with Jerry said he was ten inches. And then another 
girl said that she heard this girl named Bette had to stop blowing him because she gagged on it and ended up 
puking on the bathroom floor at the Central. 


Stone wasn't exactly sure why he was obsessed with it, but he needed to find out for himself: just how big 
was Jerry? He'd lay awake at night, thinking about how big ten inches really is. He'd start jerking off, imagining 
ten inches down his throat, up his ass, in both hands. During the day, anytime Stone saw the number ten, his 
mind would drift to thoughts of Jerry's alleged magnificent cock. It was beginning to take over his life. 


He wasn't completely inexperienced. Last year, he lost his virginity to a friend of Andy's. Cute guy named Tim 
who flirted with Stone at a couple shows. Finally, Stone worked up the courage to approach him and they did it 
in the back of Stone's wagon on Alki Beach. That guy was no slouch. He was a little bigger than Stone. He 
guessed maybe eight inches. Something about the way it made his ass ache the next day ..Stone loved it. It 
was constant and dull, just enough to make him continue to think about how it felt to be stretched and filled. 
Now, the very thought of being fucked by anything smaller left Stone feeling annoyed and in a sense, unfulfilled, 


So he set his sights on Jerry, fueled by the rumors, by the gorgeous bulge in his tight jeans every time Alice 
In Chains took the stage somewhere. 


Presently, they were on stage at the Off Ramp and Stone was leaning up against the bar, bottle of Heineken in 
one hand. To his right, there was that girl he knew, chattering away, occasionally putting her hands on Stone's 
chest and arm. 

"Are you even listening to me? | was saying we should get coffee sometime or maybe go to a movie." 

"Hm." Stone nodded to the beat of the song Alice was ripping through, his gaze fixed on Jerry. 

"Okay, good. So pick me up tomorrow at eight." 

"Hm" 

The girl was grinning a mile wide as she was dragged away by her friends. "He's taking me out tomorrow!" 
Stone snapped out of it and looked after the girl, who turned and waved at him as she was pulled into the 
crowd of people dancing. He groaned. What had he agreed to while he was under Jerry's spell? Whatever. Didn't 
matter. He had a mission. He chugged down the rest of his beer, put the bottle down, and pushed off the bar. 
Stone was determined. A little liquid courage mixed with the minimal experience he had and he was unstoppable. 


There was no way Jerry would turn him down. 


"Uh, thanks but | already made plans," Jerry replied when Stone invited him home to smoke a bowl and hang 
out. 


"Okay, some other time maybe." Stone laughed it off but inside he was cursing. 

The following night, he found himself roped into the plans he had agreed to with the girl, Jenny. Stone 
pretended he had remembered her name. He drove her to the movie theater, paid for their tickets, groaning to 
himself when the total was $10. While they sat in the darkened theater, watching previews, he decided to try 
to get more information out of her. 

"So, uh, who else do you know that's been with Jerry? Guy's kind of a slut, huh?" He chuckled. 

"Well, | mean wouldn't you be?" 

"Huh?" 


"You know, if you had a big dick like that. Everybody wants him." 


"Do you?" 


She laughed nervously. "I guess I'd be curious.’ 
"Yeah." 
"You're not that big, right?" 


Stone had just taken a sip of his Coke and ended up spitting it out when he felt her hand slide up the inside of 
his thigh. He coughed and sputtered and mumbled an apology when Jenny looked mortified. Without thought, he 
was on his feet, pausing just long enough to give Jenny a quick glance before bolting to the aisle and hurrying 
toward the exit. Just as he was about to fling himself out the door, Stone stopped in his tracks. 


There, in the last row of the theater, was Jerry. He sat back, arms spread over the backs of the seats beside 
him, a smile on his lips. In his lap, a head bobbed. Long, chestnut brown hair splayed out, bouncing with the 

rhythm of the bobbing. Stone was frozen to the spot. He watched with considerable envy. He considered sliding 
into the vacant seat on this side of Jerry and joining in He licked his lips, suddenly aware that there were eyes 


on him. Jenny's, and a pair of hazy blue eyes. 

Jerry's grin widened. 

Stone reluctantly left the theater. 

The obsession had reached its peak when Stone and Jeff were at Kelly and Susan's office above the Central, 
printing flyers for their show at the OK Hotel when Jerry and Layne came in. He and Jeff were sitting on the 
floor, several stacks of colored paper piled around them, along with the screen and the pad. Jeff was running 
the ink through the screen and it was Stone's job to take the printed poster off the pad and hang it while Jeff 
added a new sheet of paper. Stone became distracted when Jerry sat down, that gorgeous bulge in his jeans 
right at Stone's eye level. 

"Stone .." 

He just stared. 

"Stone?" 

It was just right there. All ten inches of it taunting Stone, beckoning him, enticing him. 

"Stone!" 


"Huh?" He turned to find Jeff staring at him, more than a little annoyed. 


"Hey, you guys ..we got a couple gigs down in San Francisco. Can we borrow your amp, Stoney? You know that 


sick Marshall you got?" Layne asked. 


"Oh, uh .." He glanced at Jerry, whose eyes never left him from the moment he walked in the door, Stone 


realized. He blushed, knowing that Jerry caught him looking at it. "Y-yeah, of course." 

"Hey, you guys want to come with us?" 

"C-come with you to San Francisco?" 

Layne scowled and glanced at Jerry. "Yeah, sure. Gruntruck was gonna go, too, but they had to bail.” 
"But we got that other gig on Friday. We're doing the posters now." 

"This is on Saturday and Monday. Come on, it'll be cool” 

"Does it pay?" 

"Depends." 

Stone looked at Jeff, who wrinkled his nose, and then immediately smiled at Layne. "We're in" 

Jeff shook his head. "Andy aint gonna go for it” 


"IIl talk to Andy," Stone replied. There was no way in hell he was missing the chance to take a road trip with 
Jerry. 


The van was only a couple years old. Stone remembered Chris getting it as a hand-me-down from an uncle of 
his. It smelled like weed and ass, it burned oil, and there was a leak in the muffler that made it sound like a 
Mack truck, a Mack truck with emphysema, rolling down the highway. But on this particular trip, none of that 
bothered Stone. He was wedged between the wall with the brown shag carpet (with a crusty stain he was 
trying to ignore) and Jerry. It would take about thirteen hours to get to San Fransisco but Stone wished it 
would take forever. On the other side of Jerry, Layne was engrossed in a very animated, loud conversation 
with Bruce about the benefits of fucking girls on their periods. Stone desperately tried to tune them out. He 
was fairly certain Layne was full of shit but he had to wonder about Bruce. 


"Saw you at the movies the other night 

Jerry's voice had an interesting quality. Some people's voices sounded like melted caramel or smooth cafe au 
lait. To Stone, Jerry's voice sounded like the way hot fudge would taste licked off the warm skin of the sun- 
kissed, hairless chest of that lifeguard he met the summer he turned sixteen Marcus. He wondered what 


Marcus was packing in those red lifeguard trunks and lamented that he never found out. 


"Stone?" He was aroused from his daydream by a little poke in the ribs. 


"Oh. Uh, yeah? | didn't see you. 
"Yes, you did. You looked right at me. | was getting a blowjob" 
"Oh. Oh, that night" 

"Yeah, that night. He was pretty good! 

"O-oh. Thats, uh, that's good. | guess” 


Jerry chuckled. Why did Stone start to feel like it was more than just Jerry's dick that taunted him? "You 


know," Jerry went on. "You didn't have to run out of there. Could have joined us." 


Stone whipped his head around to stare at Jerry, eyes wide. Then he squinted as he studied the blonde's face. 
Blue eyes danced with mischief and a smirk tugged at his lip. "Maybe next time," Stone replied dryly. 


"Oh. Not interested? Cause | coulda sworn you looked interested" 


He turned his head, looking out the windshield, watching the wipers lazily swish back and forth for a moment. 
lm not interested in sharing." He didn't bother looking at Jerry. The slight snort that came from the man 
beside him was satisfying enough. 


They got into San Fransisco around two o'clock in the afternoon on Saturday. They went directly to the venue, 
a small club called the Full Moon Tavern. Jerry and Andy spoke to the owner, which turned into an argument 
about what they were going to get paid, while Stone, Layne, Jeff, and Sean unloaded the van and set up. Every 


time Stone heard Jerry's voice from the back office, he stopped and cast Layne a worried look 
Layne, as usual, bushed it off with a smile. "Don't worry. He knows what he's doing.” 


In the end, the club owner finally agreed to pay each band twenty-five percent of the covers and ten percent 
of the bar receipts. It wasn't much, but better than getting stiffed. Stone grinned to himself at his choice of 


words. 


Mother Love Bone played first. They went on at ten and played for an hour. Stone was acutely aware of 
Jerry's presence to the left of him. He tried hard to ignore him but when Jerry reached down to adjust 
himself, Stone's fingers reacted by clenching around the neck of his guitar and producing the most ridiculous- 
sounding clam ever. Andy gave him a questioning look while Jeff shot him a look that would have killed most 
people. Stone was so used to it by now that it barely registered. 


Alice In Chains went on at about II:I5. They played for almost a full ninety minutes. Stone tried to be casual. He 
stood at the bar, nursing a beer and holding court with three pretty blonde girls. He told a joke, winked at one 
of them, laughed when they laughed. He put his arm around one of them and whispered something in her ear, 
but his eyes were tracking Jerry, taking in every hair flip, every pelvic thrust. And when Jerry looked out at 


him, Stone held his beer bottle up in a toast. If Jerry read more into it, all the better. 

Two of the girls left after Alice's set. The third was sort of hanging on. Stone didn't mind, necessarily. They 
planned to rent rooms at a dive motel around the block and if he had to kick Jeff out for a couple hours, he 
didn't care. He'd done it before. And as previously mentioned, he was almost immune to Jeffs death glare by 
now. 

"My name's Brandy. You're Stone, right?" 

"Yep, that's me." He grinned. 

She cuddled into his side and looked up at him. "You're adorable. Do you want to get out of here?" 

Stone looked down at her and then up at Jerry, who was carrying that Marshall amp off the stage. "Uhh ..! 
should you know what? Yeah. Let's get out of here." He made sure to parade Brandy right past Jerry on their 
way to the motel. 

He woke up alone in the bed but immediately heard Jeff snoring in the other bed. Rolling onto his back, he 
sighed and stared up at the ceiling. Stone was sure that Jerry had taken someone back to his room, too. Did he 
fuck up his chances, though? After a shower in the dingy bathroom, he left Jeff to sleep and tried to find 
something to eat. He stepped out of the room and had to pull on sunglasses to shield against the bright late 
summer sun. To his surprise, Jerry was exiting the room next door at the same time. Stone grinned and lifted 
his chin in a silent greeting. 

"Got lucky last night?" 

"Yep. You?" 

"You know it." 

Stone forced himself to grin and utter, "Nice." 

"Gotta find coffee," Jerry mumbled as he lit a cigarette. 


"Yeah, me too." 


The raspy, old woman behind the counter in the motel's office pointed them in the direction of a tiny greasy 
spoon two blocks east. Stone stole glances at the man beside him as they walked in silence. 


Upon reaching the diner, Jerry opened the door while he flicked his cigarette butt into the street. "You got any 
cash? l'm kinda strapped." 


"Yeah, a little." 


Breakfast was excruciatingly awkward. Made that way by the looks that Jerry shot Stone across the table. 
There was something swimming in the blonde's eyes. Mischief, Stone thought, with a hint of lust. Lust? Do 
people say lust anymore? Clearing his throat, Stone sat up straighter and met the other man's stare. To hell 
with this, he thought. They had a whole day off in another city. He was not going to let this opportunity pass 
him by. 

"What are you doing after this?" he asked as his fingers lingered near his chipped coffee mug. 

Jerry shrugged, but his eyes said he had an idea or two. "What are you doing?" 

"You, | hope." 

Jerry gave that little snort again. "That so?" 

"Yep." 

"Gonna have to kick your roommate out." 

"Who's your roommate?" 


"Starr." 


"He's probably already up, trawling the local playgrounds." Everybody knew Mike Starr had a certain ..penchant 


for younger women 
Jerry made a face. "You're probably right." 


Jerry's room was empty when they went back. For good measure, Jerry hung a sock on the doorknob. Stone 
took a couple steps into the room and turned around, taking his sunglasses off and putting them down on the 


long credenza that faced the beds. 


"Thanks for bringing us down here. | know we won't make a ton of money this weekend but I'm grateful for the 


chance to play.” 

"Consider it payback for the amp. 

"Sure, sure" Stone smiled faintly. 

The blonde stepped up to him and took him by the elbows. "Not nervous, are you?" 


"What?" Stone scoffed. "No. l'm dying to see if the rumors are true." 


"What rumors?" 
"You know the rumors about you.” 


How did a guy with a ten inch cock and the arrogant grin to go with it also have the nerve to affect such a 


sweet, innocent look? Jerry shook is head. "No, | don't. Tell me." 


Stone rolled his eyes. "You have a monster cock. Stomps around, decimating entire cities." He took a step back 


in order to raise his hands, palms down, fingers bent in claws, while he made explosion noises. 
Jerry laughed. "Cockzilla?" 

He laughed with him. "Yeah, exactly." 

"Doesn't that make you nervous?" 

Now Stone shook his head. "Excited." 


He continued to hold Jerry's stare, lips pressed together, when the blonde started to undress. He watched as 
Jerry toed off his sneakers. Stone licked his lips as Jerry crossed his arms, taking the opposite sides of his 
shirt and arching deeply as he drew the shirt over his head. It vaguely crossed his mind that maybe he should 
start undressing, too, but Stone was captivated by Jerry's thin frame and smooth, tanned skin. What he 


wouldn't give to run his tongue over it and taste it. 
Jerry smirked as he unbuttoned his jeans. "This what you want to see?" 
Stone nodded. "Hoping I'll get to do more than just look at it." 


The smirk deepened and Stone could have sworn a pair of pointy horns sprouted from under Jerry's cornsilk 


hair. The button was popped open and the zipper was slowly lowered. 


Stone could see that Jerry didn't bother with shorts that morning. He bit his lip and held his breath while 
Jerry pushed his jeans down, having to wiggle his hips to get the tight pants over his hips. And then it was 
free. He gasped and brought one hand up to cover his mouth as Stone watched Jerry's gorgeous, long cock 
hang, semi-hard, over the waistband of his jeans. His eyes flicked up to Jerry's face, silently appreciating and 
perhaps asking permission at the same time. Stone took a step forward and wrapped his fingers around Jerry. 
A little breathless, he murmured, "It's incredible." 


Jerry's smirk softened as he brought his hands up to sweep Stone's hair away from his neck and shoulders. 


He bent forward and kissed Stone's neck, giving it a soft nibble. "Take your clothes off, Stoney.” 


His clothes were quickly scattered all over the floor. He let Jerry run his hands over his body while they 
stood in the center of the room, kissing, but Stone was eager to get back to that cock. He broke a deep, 


passionate kiss to sink to his knees. He held Jerry by his hips and looked up at him while he tongued the head, 
getting it wet before he closed his lips around it and sucked hard. Little by little, Stone took as much of Jerry 
into his throat as he could, sucking hard as he pulled back and then slowly sliding down his shaft. He gagged and 
had to quickly pull back, but that didn't stop him from attempting again. He worked that cock over, taking him 
as deep as he could and holding him there, forcing back his gag reflex. Stone thought he might not be able to 
take it all right now, but if Jerry would let him practice, one day he'd have all ten inches straight down his 


throat. His own cock was hard as a rock and dribbling, so turned on by the spectacular cockzilla in his mouth. 


Above him, Jerry moaned and grunted and cursed. He had one hand on Stone's head, fingers curling around a 


fistful of his hair. "Hold still," he murmured as he reached his other hand to Stone's cheek. 


Stone's vision was blurred by the tears building up in his eyes but he still looked up at Jerry while he opened 
his mouth wide. When Jerry started to rock his hips, with slow, short thrusts into his mouth, Stone rested 
one hand on his thigh while he stroked himself with the other. He could feel Jerry nearing his peak and when 
the blonde erupted down his throat, Stone blew a load onto the dingy carpet. 


He was hauled to his feet and then pushed down, face first, onto the bed Before Stone knew what was 
happening, Jerry pulled his cheeks apart and buried his tongue in his ass. He gasped loudly and groaned, his hips 
lifting off the bed. "Yes. Fuck, yes. Give me that big cock. Bury it in me." 


And bury it, Jerry did. Stone howled as he was fucked deep and hard. He screamed and kicked his legs, all the 
while begging Jerry to go deeper. The sharp pain of being stretched made Stone swoon. He felt his body slacken 
and open up for Jerry. The feeling of that long cock reaching deep was intoxicating. While Jerry rutted away, 
grunting in Stone's ear, Stone began to float. He was acutely aware of the blonde man's body weight on top of 
him, pining him down. He was ever so aware of the pain of being pounded into the mattress. Stone's body 
reacted in bucking hips, panting breaths, and unintelligible screams, but his mind had traveled elsewhere. It was 


bliss. Absolutely bliss, heady and floaty. He was in heaven. 


It was over way too soon for Stone. He came against the bedsheets two or three times before Jerry came 


inside of him. 


Jerry lay on top of his back, breathing heavy and murmuring in his ear, "Your ass is incredible. So fucking 


good, baby." 
Stone's hand shook as he reached back to touch Jerry's head. "That cock ..| don't think | can get enough of it" 


Surprisingly, two grown men could fit in the motel's shower. They only intended to clean up a little, maybe rest 
a bit, but Stone needed it again. He held Jerry in his hand, stepping closer and sliding his own cock against 
Jerry. He gave the blonde a long, deep kiss while he stroked both cocks to hardness again. Jerry's hands had 
found Stone's ass and tenderly rubbed it. 


"You're going to be too sore," the blonde whispered in his ear. 


‘| want to be sore. It hurts so fucking good." 


